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listened to the snatches of French voices from below
which aroused in me a nostalgia for things loved in
France. In those days a French voice laughing in
happiness was a symbol, a reminder that the beauty of
France was not destroyed, only withered so that the
waters of freedom would restore her loveliness. Or so I
thought strolling down the hill that evening. But I
was perplexed by the lack of friendship I found between
the British and French in Beirut. The barrier of
language was not the reason, for most of the officers in
Spears' Mission spoke French quite fluently, yet it was
unusual to see a French and a British officer dining
together. The French I met at bars and cafes seemed
somehow different from the French I used to meet in
Paris or Grenobles or Marseilles. Perhaps it was
imagination, but I felt they were suspicious of some-
thing. I asked;

"They're suspicious because you're English."

" But why should they be ? "

"When you've been here a while you'll find out/'
My friend changed the conversation abruptly.

That evening I met a tipsy French lieutenant in a
bar down by the harbour.

" You're in the Spears' Mission."

"No, I'm not."

" Then why do you speak French ? "

" Because I had a French nanny so that when I was
seven I spoke more French than English. Have a
drink?"

"All right."

" Do you know many English here ? "

"Not one."

"Why not?"

"The English are our enemies," he said.